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* Oh, I say, Flint.    King has sent me to you for playin' marbles in the corridor an' shoutin' " alley tor " an' " knuckle down." '
* What does he suppose I have to do with that?' was the answer.
'Dunno. Well?' Beetle grinned wickedly. 'What am I to tell him? He's rather wrathy about it.'
clf the Head chooses to put a notice in the corridor forbiddin' marbles, I can do something; but I can't move on a house-master's report. He knows that as well as I do.'
The sense of this oracle Beetle conveyed, all unsweetened, to King, who hastened to interview Flint.
Now Flint had been seven and a half years at the College, counting six months with a London crammer, from whose roof he had returned, homesick, to the Head for the final Army polish. There were four or five other seniors who had gone through much the same mill, not to mention boys, rejected by other establishments on account of a certain overwhelmingness, whom the Head had wrought into very fair shape. It was not a Sixth to be handled without gloves, as King found.
'Am I to understand it is your intention to allow board-school games under your study windows,
Flint ? If so, I can only say------' He said much,
and Flint listened politely.
* Well, sir, if the Head sees fit to call a prefects' meeting we are bound to take the matter up.    But   the   tradition   of   the   school   is   that the  prefects  can't move in any matter affecting